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" They take me for a fakir," he continued in a
confidential tone, his gaunt face close to mine.
" I'm supposed to have occult powers. Nothing of
the sort—as I keep on telling them, confound 'em !
I don't believe in God ; there's nothing exists
except matter. Those Bombay doctor-wallahs are
always exaniining me for their research-work, and
it's an infernal nuisance, as I haven't any spare time
left to write poems. For I'd have you know, sir,"—
an ecstatic smile lifted the seared corners of his lips—
" I'm a poet."
Suddenly there was a general stampede in front
of the stand. Excited servants began shooing from
the arena a troupe of mountebanks juggling with
blazing torches, a squad of soldiers ran up at the
double and fell in line, officers and A.D.Gs. bustled
up, and a gigantic court-usher in a uniform of
orange-brocade, holding a gold mace, posted him-
self at the foot of the steps. The crowd in the grand-
stand was buzzing with excitement, beginning to
stand up. " His Highness is coming ! There's
His Highness! "
A white limousine sailed up out of the darkness,
halted at the grandstand entrance. Glad in a robe
glittering with orange-red spangles, his bejewelled
fingers clasped on the gold hilt of his sword, the
Maharaja slowly ascended the velvet staircase,
seemingly indifferent to the storm of cheers that
greeted him. A train of princes followed and, as he
reached the throne, a shower of white petals broke
in a fragrant cloud around him—plucked by hand-
fuls from the roses which for seven long hours his
subjects had been cherishing upon their loyal
bosoms. A representative of all the tribes and vil-
lages under the sway of Patiala conveyed in an
oration the homage of his constituents. Next, a

